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waiting for their commanding officer The first detachment ready to march to their new post was the Chtobry Unit to which we had been assigned during our three-day stay m the Old Town, from August 9th to 12th. It was a large unit, and some two hundred men gathered on Warecka Street waiting for their captain Through tunnels and passages I led them to 29 Zlota Street, and returned to the manhole again
A small boy standing on Warecka Street attracted my attention when I approached our barricade. Even from a distance there seemed something familiar about him I came closer and recognized Piotrek, the only son of Bozena, my good friend. Bozena's husband had been killed by the Germans on August 1st, at 2:30 P.M , when he was on his way to his post carrying a package of ammunition. Passing in a green car, they shot him m the street an hour before the Uprising began, Bozena was working in one of our hospitals in die Old Town. Seeing Piotrek here, alone, I felt fear creep up my throat again.
"And your mother, Piotrek, where is she?*
"She remained with the wounded," the boy answered "She told me to go She was very angry when I wanted to stay with her. She said I should get out of the Old Town, find a troop of boy scouts and continue with my work in the mid-city sector Can you tell me, please, where I can report to work?**
I took him to Mrs Rawska on Gorski Street, where he received a new assignment I would have given a gireat deal for the right to tefl the boy how much I admired him. But he would not have understood, and I could not find words good enough and simple enough* So I just said good-bye and ran back to my job.
For three days and three nights the sesms eooifaaeci to spit out the mangled wrecks of men, women and , Some two thousand of them passed through our